colours were awakening, and Lent lilies stood sentinel on its
margin, or advanced in battalions over the grass. Tulips
4 were a tray of jewels. She could not see the wych-elm tree,
but a branch of the celebrated vine, studded with velvet
knobs, had covered the porch. She was struck by the
fertility of the soil; she had seldom been in a garden where
the flowers looked so well, and even the weeds she was
idly plucking out of the porch were intensely green. Why
had poor Mr Bryce fled from all this beauty? For she had
already decided that the place was beautiful.
'Naughty cow! Go away!9 cried Margaret to the cow,
but without indignation.
Harder came the rain, pouring out of a windless sky, and
spattering up from the notice-boards of the house agents,
which lay in a row on the lawn where Charles had hurled
them. She must have interviewed Charles in another world
- where one did have interviews. How Helen would revel in
such a notion! Charles dead, all people dead, nothing alive
but houses and gardens. The obvious dead, the intangible
alive, and - no connexion at all between them! Margaret
smiled. Would that her own fancies were as clear-cut!
Would that she could deal as high-handedly with the world!
Smiling and sighing, she laid her hand upon the door. It
opened. The house was not locked up at all.
She hesitated. Ought she to wait for Henry? He felt
strongly about property, and might prefer to show her over
himself. On the other hand, he had told her to keep in the
dry, and the porch was beginning to drip. So she went in,
and the draught from inside slammed the door behind.
Desolation greeted her. Dirty finger-prints were on the
hall windows, flue and rubbish on its unwashed boards.
The civilization of luggage had been here for a month, and
then decamped. Dining-room and drawing-room ~ right
and left - were guessed only by their wallpapers. They were
just rooms where one could shelter from the rain. Across
the ceiling of each ran a great beam. The dining-room and
hall revealed theirs openly, but the drawing-room's was
match-boarded - because the facts of life must be concealed
from ladies? Drawing-room, dining-room, and hall - how
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